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A   BELGIAN   POST.
war-time. He had come to see liis men and their work, and his desire for information and inspection appeared almost insatiable. He began with visits to hospitals- at the base, and Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday were occupied with a tour of inspection of the various Army Corps forming the Expeditionary Force. Though pomp was absent, the tour of inspection was a triumphal procession through long vistas of cavalry and infantry, often of worn men in ragged uniforms just back from their turn of duty in the trenches. And the triumphal note was accentuated, not only by the cheers of King G-eorge's own troops, but by the eager cries of " Vive le Roi" from the inhabitants of the towns and countryside, who, with generous display of hunting and flags, welcomed the King of England with almost as hearty an affection as did his own soldiers. And, indeed, the French people must have been impressed with such an inspection of troops. The pageantry and colour of a military parade were lacking; the only glitter was that of stern steel; the skies were sometimes dismal with rain and fog, yet the spectacle was, in its grand significance, one which will be vividly remembered by the spectators long after far more imposing pageants have sunk into oblivion.
The impressiveness was heightened by the fact that no inconsiderable part of the inspec-
tion was made within sound of the thunder of the guns, and within view of bursting shells. At one spot, and at a moment when luckily the air was especially clear, the King stood on a spot where before him rose tho smoke of the factory chimneys of Lille and Roubaix within the enemy's lines, and where his eyes fell upon a ridge of land whence evidence of recent desperate fighting was furnished by the still smoking ruins of villages. And within his gaze, too, were the ruinous outlines of the Cloth Hall and the Cathedral of Ypres, their shattered walls and towers standing out gauntly against the sky-line, amid which fell even as he watched the bursting shells of the Germans, As he turned eastward from this spectacle of barbarism his eyes fell on the woods where had been waged one of the fiercest fights in the records of the British Army, and farther away the waters of the canal on the banks of which the struggle had been so terrific. Away to the north was that other famous battleground, the valley of the Yser. On this occasion (though the week happened to be one of exceptional inactivity in the firing line) the King saw his own batteries at work, for while he was on the hill some of them opened fire, and the King was able to observe the effect of their shells upon the enemy's trenches.
The King's inspection was not confined to the army on parade ;  he visited the advanced